T!f>eXi»6^phU Khfmn.t > 

file off, you (hall hare garments, an4 
Perfiimes to kilLtbe fineU o’th ptifoH, after 
When you (hall flrctcb your felfc, aadfay but Arcite 
I am iivplight, there fliall be at your cboyce ^ 

Both Sword, and Artnour. - 

Prf/. Oh you heavens, dates any 
' So noble beate a guilty bufineslnonc 
But onely therefore none but 
In this kindc is fo bold. 

Are, Swcetc 

F 4/. I doe embrace you, and your offer, for 
Your offer doo’c I onely. Sir your petfon 
WKhouthipocrUylmaynotwiflh . > 

l^indt homes ofCmttn, 
More then my Swords edge one. 

t^Arc, You hearc the Horacs j 
Enter your Mu fi eke Icaft this match between’s 
Be croft,er mct,give me your hand, farewell. 

He bring you every needfull thing; I pray you 
Take comfort and be flrong. 

Pray hold your promife ; 

And doc the deede with a bent brow, moft crtaioc 
You love me not, be rough with mc,andpowre 
This oile out of your language jby this ayre 
1 could for each word, give a Cuffc : my ftomach 
not reconcile! by rea'/bn, 

Arc. Plainely fpoken. 

Yet pardon me hard language , when 1 fpur 

■ svinde htrnth 

My horle,I chide him norj content, and anger 
In me have but one face. Harkc Sir, they call 
The fcatterd to the Banket;you muft gueffc 
I have an office there. 

Pal. Sir your attendance 
Cannot pleafe heaven, and I know your office 
VnjulUy is atcheev’d. 
zACre, If a good title, 

I am perfwaded this quedion ficke between's, 


bleeding mufi be cur d.I am aSuitour, 

That to yow Sword you will bequeath this plea; 

1 atalkcofitnomore. 
f 4 /. Put this one word; 

You ate going now to gaze upon my Miftris,- ^ • 

Jre, Nay then. 

P4/. Nay pray you, 

Yau talke of feeding me to breed me ftrength 
You are going now to looke upon a Sun 

That fttengthens what it lookes on, there 

You hare a vantage 6rc mcjbut enjoy’ t fill 

l^ay enforce my remedy. Farewell. Exeuns. 

’ Scaenaa. Enter lay ler% daughter alone. 

])tngh. Hg||as miftookejthe Beake I meant, is gone 
Afterhis fancy, Tis now wclnigh mormng, 

Nomatter,would it were perpetuall night. 

And datkenes Lord o’th world, Harke tis a woolfe; 

In me hath greife nainefeare, and but for one thing 

Icate for nothing, arid that s 

Iwreake not if the wolves would jaw me, (b 

He had this File j what ifl hallo wd for him? 

I cannot hallow: if I whoop’d;w hat then? ' 

Ifhe not anfweardjl fhould call a woIfe, 

And doe him but that fervice. I have heard 

Strange KoMuies-this hye-lpng Qigbt^w4ty-Hi>VTfiot be 

They have made prey ofhimfhehas no weapons. 

He cannot run, the Icnglingof hisGives 
Might call fell things tohften, who have in them 
A fence to know a man unarmd,and can 
Smellwhcre rcfiftaiicc is. He fet it downe 
He’s torne to pecces.they howld many together 
And then. they feed on him:Somuch for that. 

Behold to ring the Bell; how ftand I then ? 

All’s char’d when he is gone, N o,no I lye. 

My Father’s to be bang’d for his efcape, 

My felfc to beg, if I prizd life fo much 
As to deny my ait, but that I would not. 
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